space I have nothing to report. Vague, half-blind remem-
brances of walks, with my tall cousins waving like trees above
me, pleasant noisy evenings in a great room on the ground-
floor, faint silver-points of excursions into the country, all this
is the very pale and shadowy testimony to a brief interval of
healthy, happy child-life, when my hard-driven soul was
allowed to have, for a little while, no history.

The life of a child is so brief, its impressions are so illusory
and fugitive, that it is as difficult to record its history as it
would be to design a morning cloud sailing before the wind. It
is short, as we count shortness in after years, when the drag of
lead pulls down to earth the foot that used to flutter with a
winged impetuosity, and to float with the pulse of Hermes.
But in memory, my childhood was long, long with intermin-
able hours, hours with the pale cheek pressed against the
window-pane, hours of mechanical and repeated lonely
'games', which had lost their savour, and were kept going by
sheer inertness. Not unhappy, not fretful, but long, - long,
long. It seems to me, as I look back to the life in the motherless
Islington house, as I resumed it in that slow eighth year of my
life, that time had ceased to move. There was a whole age
between one tick of the eight-day clock in the hall, and the
next tick. When the milkman went his rounds in our grey
street, with his eldritch2 scream over the top of each set of area
railings, it seemed as though he would never disappear again.
There was no past and no future for me, and the present felt as
though it were sealed up in a Leyden jar.3 Even my dreams
were interminable, and hung stationary from the nightly sky.

At this time, the street was my theatre, and I spent long
periods, as I have said, leaning against the window, I feel now
that coldness of the pane, and the feverish heat that was
produced, by contrast, in the orbit round the eye. Now and
then amusing things happened. The onion-man was a joy long
waited for. This worthy was a tall and bony Jersey protestant
with a raucous voice, who strode up our street several times a
week, carrying a yoke across his shoulders, from the ends of
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